72         THE THINGS WE ARE

" Of course he will." He pushed on with
his breakfast,

The landlady had settled into a chair. Her
hands lay in her lap*

" We've been wanting this rain," she said.
" I hope there's some more to come/1

" Not till I've been to St. Albims, please,"
Why was it so easy to talk to her ? " I
haven't got a coat, remember/1

" Oh, well fit you out with something to
keep you dry. And when you get on to the
North Road you may pick up a motor-bus.
It's only half a mile/'

She produced a question from the depths.
" I was wondering what you'd like for
supper ?" Her gold-rimmed spectacles
twinkled invitation, " What would you like
for supper ? " they danced,

" Couldn't I have what you're having your-
selves ? " It seemed to him that there could
be no finer food,

" That's only cold beef, There's potatoes,
and cheese, and a red-currant tart, of course
. . . and pickles/' she added*

11 But that will suit me perfectly/' Per-
fectly wasn't the word.

The landlady sighed with relief. She had
concealed her anxiety. He felt the exhilara-